respectable artillery.    The Austrian staff maps were   141
twenty years old—or more.   When he was actually on
the ground, PilsudsM found the shape of the woods
different here, villages missing there, and roads going
in the wrong direction.
Perhaps the most dramatic of their adventures was
Ulina Mala (Oo-lee'-nah Mah'-lah). They were tired
when it began, for they'd had almost no sleep for two
nights. When the Commander wanted to send a last
report to his superior, officer after officer fell asleep as
he tried to write. It deserved to be called an adven-
ture, for the Polish battalions, on their way to Krakow,
marched boldly through the Russian front at night. Pil-
sudsM went on foot at the head of the column which
was a kilometer long. A strange sight, he describes it,
the gray line of two thousand men winding along over
the equally gray earth, in utter silence. To avoid a vil-
lage that might be sheltering Eussian patrols they left
the highroad and climbed a hill, then down a very steep
slope into a deep ravine, and a long time spent getting
through it—at least two and a half kilometers, the
most exciting part of this romantic journey, They left
the ravine, going up a slope so steep that they went on
hands and knees—how would the horses manage it?
They cut across plowed fields where their tired feet
struggled clumsily with the furrows. Suddenly com-
ing on a cottage, they woke the inmates up and de-
manded a guide—a professional smuggler, PilsudsM de-
cided, he was so delighted to help them through the
Eussian lines. Between two villages they slipped, crossed
the highroad without being discovered, and passing be-
tween the vanguard of a Eussian regiment and the regi-
ment itself, took refuge in a wood. There they stayed
for an hour and a half, the men resting, behaving like
jolly school children on an outing, the Commander get-
ting a nap of fifteen minutes. They were only a few
hundred yards from a Eussian detachment.

